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  Praise for Prizes and Erich Segal


  ‘Guaranteed to make readers laugh and cry’


  Sunday Telegraph


  ‘Nobel minds, ignoble lives … The world of scientific research is the background for Erich Segal’s blockbuster … an entertaining read.’


  The Times


  ‘A good, meaty drama involving powerful drives, moral dilemmas and life’s tragedies’


  Washington Post


  ‘A page-turner all the way’


  USA Today


  ‘Funny, touching, and infused with wonder, as all love stories should be.’


  San Francisco Examiner


  ‘[A] master storyteller’


  Daily Express


  ‘A lump forms in the throat and starts growing until it feels like a football coming up sideways. You either fight it or let it out.’


  New York Times


  To Karen,

  Francesca, and Miranda

  – my Prizes


  ‘What’s the rush?


  Ask the cancer patient who has only a few months to live. Ask the AIDS patient whose body is shriveling … the “rush” arises from our human compassion for our fellow man who needs help now.’


  PROFESSOR W. FRENCH ANDERSON GENETICS PIONEER


  Prologue


  ‘Diseases desperate grown


  By desperate appliances are relieved,


  Or not at all.’


  Hamlet, ACT IV SCENE 5


  
    
  


  The boss was dying.


  He was losing weight, growing paler and thinner. And feeling an exhaustion no amount of sleep could relieve.


  ‘Skipper,’ he confided to his closest friend, ‘Boyd Penrose is a lousy liar.’


  ‘Come on. He’s not the White House physician for nothing.’


  ‘Listen, I’m dying and I know it.’


  ‘No—’


  ‘Yes, dammit. There’s a cold black wind tearing down the corridor of my chest. I can even hear the wings of the Angel of Death flapping in my bedroom when I’m left alone.’


  ‘I’ll call Dr Penrose.’


  ‘No. If I can’t wring it out of him, nobody can.’


  ‘We’ll double-team him. He can’t outface both ofus.’


  Forty-five minutes later a bedraggled Penrose, looking not at all like the admiral of the Navy that he was, stood straight-backed and tight-lipped in the regal bedroom.


  ‘You rang, sir?’ The physician injected his tone with as much sarcasm as he dared display to his powerful patient.


  ‘Sit down, you lousy quack,’ the sick man snapped.


  The admiral obeyed.


  ‘Come clean, Boyd,’ Skipper demanded. ‘You’re hiding something. Has he got some fatal condition you’re too chickenshit to divulge?’


  Penrose was cowed. He lowered his head and sighed. ‘Skip, I wish to God you didn’t have to hear this.’ The doctor had to summon the courage to continue. ‘He’s got lymphosarcoma – it’s a cancer of the blood and tissues.’


  There was a shocked silence.


  ‘All right, hold the sackcloth and ashes a minute,’ said the patient at last, trying to camouflage his fear with bravado. ‘Let me hear the wretched details.’ Turning to the physician, he asked, ‘What are my chances of recovery?’


  ‘That’s just it, Boss,’ Penrose answered. ‘This isn’t one of those numbers you get out of alive.’


  Another silence.


  ‘How long have I got?’


  ‘About five, maybe six months at the outside.’


  ‘Great. If I’m lucky, at least I’ll get my Christmas presents. Skip, be a pal and give me a shot of Jack Daniel’s. Pour one for yourself and Penrose too.’


  ‘No, I can’t,’ the doctor protested.


  ‘Drink it, Boyd, goddammit. Show me I still have some authority around here.’


  The Navy man acquiesced.


  Skipper’s face was gray. ‘I don’t get it. Why are you guys taking this lying down? There must be some way of fighting this monster.’


  They looked toward the doctor again. ‘As a matter of fact,’ he confessed, ‘there are three different labs – Harvard, Stanford, and Rockefeller – that are all developing experimental drugs to combat this mother. But they’re still a long way from getting FDA approval.’


  ‘Screw the formalities, Boyd,’ the Boss growled. ‘TheWhite House can get me anything we ask for.’


  ‘No, no, it isn’t a question of just having the influence to get it, which I know you could swing. But once wedo, there’s simply no way of knowing which of thesetechniques – if any – will do the job. And even if we could choose the best, we still wouldn’t know how much to administer. We might kill you then and there.’


  ‘OK. Strike the carpet-bombing approach. How do you decide which is the best gamble?’


  Some color returned to Penrose’s face, perhaps because he finally felt there was something he coulddo.


  ‘Well, I can call up a couple of heavyweights and, keeping total anonymity, find out what they think of the relative merits of the three medications.’


  ‘Good idea. Why don’t you start right away,’ Skipper suggested. ‘Use the Boss’s office. The phone’s secure. Only get us some answers.’


  The moment the admiral departed, the patient turned to his companion and demanded, ‘Be a pal, Skipper, let me have a refill of that hooch and turn on my TV.’


  Penrose was back in less than an hour. ‘I don’t believe it,’ he mumbled, shaking his head.


  ‘What exactly do you find so amazing?’ Skipper demanded.


  ‘The first choice of all the guys I called was the same character – Max Rudolph. He’s the immunologist at Harvard who’s developed those special mice.’


  ‘Mice?’ the sick man asked with exasperation. ‘What in hell’s name do mice have to do with my goddamn life?’


  Penrose looked his patient straight in the eye and said softly, ‘They could save it.’


  1


  Adam


  Max Rudolph sat alone in his darkened penthouse lab at Harvard Medical School, staring into the velvet sky, waiting for signs of daybreak over the Charles River.


  Having been informed that the blood and other tissue samples would be delivered at precisely six a.m., he had arrived early to be sure that none of the conscientious night owls on his staff would be working at their benches when the courier arrived.


  There was a single exception: he had summoned his protégé, Adam Coopersmith, to meet him at five a.m.


  Physically they made an odd couple: Max, mid-sixties, short, bespectacled, and almost bald. Adam, tall, wiry, with a shock of dark brown hair, younger-looking than his twenty-eight years, eyes still disconcertingly innocent.


  ‘Max, you pulled me out of the operating room – this better be important.’


  ‘It is,’ his mentor announced.


  ‘You sounded so mysterious on the phone. What the hell is going on?’ Adam demanded.


  ‘My boy,’ Max answered gravely. ‘For the first time in our professional lives we’re going to do something unethical.’


  Adam was startled. ‘Did I hear you right – you, who sprints after the mailman when he forgets to collect postage due on a letter?’


  ‘A life is at stake,’ the older man answered somberly. ‘Certain corners will have to be cut.’


  ‘You’ve never done that.’


  ‘Yes, but I’ve never had the President of the United States as a patient before.’


  ‘What do you mean?’


  ‘Admiral Penrose called me from the White House about a patient he described only as “a senior Washington personage”. He insisted that I not ask any more.’


  Max conveyed to Adam verbatim the medical information given on the phone by the Washington physician. And their awesome assignment.


  ‘God, that’s an enormous responsibility.’


  ‘I know, that’s why I had to share it with somebody.’


  ‘Am I supposed to thank you for that?’ Adam smiled.


  They were interrupted by a loud grating sound at the end of the hall. They watched mutely as the elevator doors opened and a black-leather-jacketed creature of the night appeared. In one hand he carried a helmet and in the other a carton about the size of a cigar box.


  ‘Dr Rudolph?’ he asked in a subdued monotone.


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘Do you have some sort of ID?’


  Max pulled out his wallet and showed the envoy his driver’s license.


  The courier checked it with a quick intense look, handed over the package, and quickly receded into the shadows. The two scientists exchanged glances.


  ‘And it’s not even Halloween,’ Max whispered. ‘Let’s get to work.’


  They walked slowly down the corridor, an obstacle course of dry-ice chests, refrigerated centrifuges, and tanks of nitrogen, helium and oxygen splayed chaotically like large metal tenpins.


  Adam snapped on the lights of a room stacked floor to ceiling with cages of mice, all scampering to and fro, blissfully unaware of their unique qualities.


  When transfused with human blood and other tissue, their systems became carbon copies of the donors. This meant reactions to whatever they were subsequently given were miniature but precise reflections of their human model.


  ‘All right Adam, we have three possibilities. They could cure, kill, or even do nothing. What do you suggest?’


  ‘Four sets of six mice each. We inject them all withthe patient’s blood and then treat each groupwith varying strengths of the medications. The fourth crew obviously gets placebos.’


  ‘But they still get their share of good cheese,’ Max admonished.


  Adam grinned. ‘Always the friend of the down-trodden.’


  By seven-thirty, when day staff began to straggle in, they had already infected a third of the mice. To avoid arousing suspicion, they merely handed over case AC/1068/24 to the technicians who normally performed this sort of mundane procedure.


  Adam called the obstetrics ward. He listened for a moment, and then announced with evident pleasure, ‘All’s well – eight pounds, eight ounces.’


  ‘Lucky people,’ the professor murmured.


  As they descended in the elevator. Max permitted himself the luxury of a yawn.


  ‘Shall we visit the House of Pancakes before we turnin?’


  ‘Don’t do this to me,’ Adam protested. ‘I promised Lisl I’d watch your cholesterol.’


  ‘But we’re scientific outlaws at the moment.’ Max laughed. ‘Can’t you let a nervous old man calm himself with some blintzes and sour cream?’


  ‘No, ethics are one thing, but I don’t want to lose my best friend to a lipid-soaked pancake.’


  ‘OK.’ Max sighed histrionically. ‘To salve your conscience I’ll eat them with margarine.’


  Two weeks passed slowly and painfully. At precisely eleven-thirty each evening the two men would meet at the lab to endure a telephonic dressing-down from Admiral Penrose, whose increasingly strained voice reflected the growing apprehension in Washington.


  At one point Penrose’s tirade grew so loud and acrimonious that Adam snatched the receiver and growled, ‘Dammit, Admiral. You’ve got to impress on your patient that in a very real sense these mice are acting as his understudies.’


  ‘He knows that,’ the Navy man replied with annoyance.


  ‘Then perhaps he might just appreciate the fact that we’ve held off treating him.’ He paused for effect and then continued quietly, ‘All the Rockefeller mice died last night.’


  ‘All?’ The physician’s voice quavered.


  ‘I’m afraid so. But it’s better than a President, don’t you agree?’


  Penrose hesitated. ‘Yes … yes, I suppose so,’ he conceded after a moment. ‘But what do you suggest I report back?’


  ‘The truth,’ Adam answered. ‘Only remind him he’s still got two more bullets. Good night, Admiral.’


  He hung up and looked at his mentor. ‘Well, Max?’


  ‘Very impressive, Doctor. Now let’s get our lab books up to date.’


  ‘That’s OK. Why don’t you go home to your anxious wife while I transcribe the unhappy necrology into the computer.’


  The senior man nodded. ‘I’m not doing my share of the drone work, but I gratefully cede to your excess energy. By the way, what makes you feel that Lisl is concerned about me?’


  ‘It’s her job,’ Adam retorted. ‘She’s told me hundreds of times: “My husband worries about the world, and I worry about my husband.”’


  Max smiled, turned up the collar of his trench coat and began to trudge slowly down the hall.


  Adam’s eyes followed the receding figure with an unexpected touch of sadness. He looks so small and vulnerable, he thought. Why can’t I give him some of my youth?
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  Isabel


  ISABEL’S DIARY


  November 16


  My name is Isabel da Costa. I am four years old and live with my parents and big brother Peter in Clairemont Mesa, California. About a year ago, Mom and Dad found out that I could read on my own. They got very excited and took me to see a lot of people who gave me all sorts of different things to read.


  I really wish this hadn’t happened. Because Peter doesn’t want to play with me anymore. Maybe if I keep this diary a secret, he might like me again.


  As it is, I mostly play by myself, making up stories – and thinking. Like one of the lines in the song Twinkle, Twinkle really bothers me. It asks ‘How I wonder what you are?’ – but never gives an answer.


  Then my dad, who is very smart, explained that stars are big hot glowing balls of gas. They are so far away that we see them as only tiny bits of light. And even though light travels faster than anything else in the world, it might take years and years for it to reach us.


  I wanted to know more. So Dad promised to teach me about the solar system – if I got out of the sand pit and washed my hands for dinner.


  We had chocolate pudding, my favorite.


  It is a terrible thing to be born mentally handicapped. Few people realize, however, that it is also an affliction to be born a genius. Isabel da Costa knew.


  Nothing in her parents’ backgrounds suggested that their child would someday be called a ‘female Einstein’. Indeed, her father Raymond twice failed the qualifying exam for a doctorate in physics at U.C. San Diego.


  Yet the department admired his unabated enthusiasm and offered him the nonfaculty position of Junior Development Engineer – which involved the preparation of apparatus for lectures and experiments.


  This was not what Ray had dreamed of. But at least he had a legitimate connection with a university lab. He was so dedicated that he soon became indispensable. His reward was Muriel Haverstock.


  One day this plump, vivacious brunette music major, suffering from the common female phobia for science, pleaded for Raymond’s assistance.


  ‘Oh please, Mr D.,’ she begged the stocky, red-haired supervisor. ‘I need this course to graduate, and if you don’t help me I’ll never get this oscilloscope to work.’


  By the time Ray had shown her how to measure the resonance of RLC circuits, he was smitten.


  As the bell rang he gathered his courage, then invited her for a cup of coffee.


  ‘Sure,’ she answered. ‘If you don’t mind waiting till after my orchestra rehearsal.’


  His heart leapt. ‘That’d be great.’


  ‘OK, why not drop by the auditorium around seven-thirty,’ she continued. ‘You might even be able to catch some of our scratchings and wheezings.’


  Raymond arrived early and sat in the back row, watching Edmundo Zimmer conduct Bach’s D Minor Double Concerto. To his surprise, Muriel had been chosen to join the Concert Mistress in playing the exquisite duet in the largo movement.


  ‘Actually, I came here to study English,’ she explained over dinner. ‘But when I got into the orchestra, Edmundo completely converted me to music. He’s so charismatic – and not even bitter about his accident.’


  ‘What happened?’ Raymond inquired. ‘All I could see was that his arms were kind of stiff.’


  ‘He was a rising young cellist in Argentina when he was in a car crash. He fell against the dashboard and paralyzed both his forearms. So now the closest he can come to being a musician is conducting our bunch of amateurs. I really admire his courage.’


  As they got to know one another, Raymond confessed that he was already mired in scientific failure; that he would never rise above his current station.


  Paradoxically, this made Muriel admire him more. For Raymond seemed to accept professional disappointment with a strength of character similar to Edmundo’s.


  They married.


  And lived unhappily ever after.


  After graduation, Muriel found a job teaching music at the Hanover Day School and continued playing with the orchestra until late in her first pregnancy.


  On July 10, 1967, Raymond da Costa became the proud father of a son, already sprouting wisps of red hair like his own. He vowed that Peter would have the advantages he himself had been denied when growing up. And pillaged the library for books on enhancing a child’s brainpower.


  Muriel was pleased that he was taking such an interest in Peter’s development – until she noticed the darker side.


  ‘Raymond, in heaven’s name, what is this sinister document?’ she exclaimed after accidentally coming across a lab notebook containing the detailed day-by-day account of their son’s intellectual progress.


  Or, as the father saw it, the deficiencies.


  He was in no mood for explanations. ‘Muriel, I’m going to have the kid evaluated. I don’t think he’s living up to his potential.’


  ‘But he’s barely two years old,’ she reprimanded him. ‘What on earth do you expect him to be doing – nuclear physics?’


  The severity of his reply disconcerted her. ‘No – but it wouldn’t be unprecedented if he could do simple arithmetic with these colored blocks. Frankly, Muriel, I’m afraid Peter’s no genius.’


  ‘So what? He’s still a sweet, adorable child. Do you think I would love you more if you were professor of Physics at Princeton?’


  He looked her straight in the eye and answered, ‘Yes.’


  Muriel felt Raymond would be less preoccupied with little Peter’s mind if they had another child.


  When she mentioned it, Ray was so enthusiastic that the next day he came home from the lab with a gift-wrapped present – an ovulation thermometer. And his lovemaking seemed to have regained its initial ardor as his enthusiasm grew for their new experiment.


  She announced her pregnancy almost immediately.


  During the months that followed, Ray was warm and caring. No effort was too great. He scoured the health food shops for vitamins, went with her to every doctor’s appointment, helped her practice her Lamaze exercises, and soothed her when she was anxious.


  On the Ides of March, 1972, she went into labor and shortly afterward brought forth a bouncing baby girl.


  A girl.


  Raymond had been unprepared for this possibility. His own idiosyncratic, unscientific expectation was that he would have only sons.


  Muriel, on the other hand, was overjoyed. She was sure that Ray would quickly be captivated by their new baby’s charm, as well as her long dark curls, and not cherish any absurd fantasies of sending her to Yale while she was still in Pampers.


  At first her instinct seemed correct. Raymond was attentive and affectionate to his bright-eyed little girl, whom they named Isabel after his mother. Muriel spent many happy hours reading to her lovely, lively daughter, who seemed fascinated by words and rather adept with them.


  At first Raymond did not seem aware that, even as she played in the garden with other toddlers whose vocabulary was limited to monosyllables, Isabel was speaking complete sentences.


  But the most astounding discovery was yet to come.


  As Muriel was cleaning up the multicolored remnants after Isabel’s third birthday, scraping ice cream off the rug and scrubbing jellied fingerprints from the wall, she overheard a tiny bell-like voice.


  ‘“Babar is trying to read, but finds it difficult to concentrate; his thoughts are elsewhere. He tries to write, but again his thoughts wander. He is thinking of his wife and the little baby soon to be born. Will it be handsome and strong? Oh, how hard it is to wait for one’s heart’s desire!”’


  She had never read this story to Isabel. Clearly her daughter had simply unwrapped a gift and decided to peruse it herself.


  At first she was stunned, unsure of what to do. And though reluctant to call this amazing event to her husband’s attention, she wanted corroboration that it was not her imagination.


  She quietly slipped from the room and summoned Raymond from his study. Now both parents stood in the doorway dumbstruck, watching their pretty little girl – whose previous exposure to the alphabet had been merely watching Sesame Street – recite flawlessly from a book intended for adults to entertain their children.


  ‘How could she learn all this without us noticing?’ Muriel asked, this time sharing her husband’s elation.


  Raymond did not answer. He did not know how bright his daughter was.


  But he was resolved to spare no effort to find out.
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  Sandy


  TIME


  SCIENCE


  COVER STORY


  The Man Who Discovered Immortality


  ‘The most important breakthrough of the decade in the battle against cancer’


  ‘When I was a kid in the Bronx, I was a classic example of the guy who got sand kicked in his face.’


  Nobody kicks sand in this man’s face anymore.


  The acknowledged leader in the brave new science of genetic engineering, Professor Sandy Raven has already made history by receiving the first federal approval for clinical trials on reversing the aging process.


  Still in his early forties, with many more productive years in front of him, Raven has paved the way not only for increased human life span, but for the potential arrest of fatal illnesses and the regeneration of tissue in wasting diseases like muscular dystrophy and, ultimately, Alzheimer’s.


  Raven has received numerous awards and is widely regarded as a likely Nobel winner – if the selectors in Stockholm don’t see his near-billionaire status as compensation enough.


  In many ways, his personality is reminiscent of Bill Gates’s, another unconventional genius-magnate (Time April 16, 1984) who, as a college dropout, founded Microsoft Corporation, the computing software giant, and is now one of the wealthiest men in the world.


  Raven’s lifestyle is fairly eccentric. Though Cal Tech, where he is a professor of Microbiology and Director of the Institute of Gerontology, provides him with sixteen thousand square feet of laboratory space on two floors of the tallest structure on campus, he prefers to work in the special building he constructed for himself on his seventeen-acre walled estate near Santa Barbara.


  Raven is fanatical about privacy. The grounds of his palatial estate are patrolled around the clock by an undisclosed number of security guards. The security measures can, in part, be attributed to the enormous commercial potential of his research, but sources close to him – who emphasize that ‘nobody but his father is really close to him’ – suggest that Raven has personal motives for his obsession.


  Yet, on the rare occasions he appears in public, he is affable and good-natured. With engaging self-deprecation, he describes his own somewhat inauspicious beginnings: ‘Like one scientific view of the creation of the world, my career began with a Big Bang.’ At the age of eleven, he tried to make hydrogen and oxygen by the electrolysis of water. ‘Unfortunately,’ he recalls with a sheepish smile, ‘I sort of just missed by a molecule and nearly blew up my parents’ kitchen.’


  Raven brackets this with a more traumatic explosion. Psychologists have noted that many of the most creative minds have come from affection-starved childhoods – Sir Isaac Newton, abandoned at birth, is the classic example. Raven seems to fit this paradigm. He recalls his single respite from scientific studies was ‘daydreaming’.


  The only child of Pauline and Sidney Raven, he had just entered Bronx High School of Science when his parents divorced. Shortly thereafter, his mother married a wealthy jeweler and relinquished custody of her young son.


  Sandy could have gone to live with his father, who had moved to Los Angeles, but he was determined to finish at Bronx Science, and he spent the rest of his childhood shuttling from one grudging relative to another.


  The elder Raven – whose name may be familiar to film buffs as the producer of the cult movie Godzilla Meets Hercules – began as manager of Loew’s Grand Theater.


  Indeed, Sandy’s fondest early memories are of the Saturday afternoons father and son spent together, ‘munching endless boxes of popcorn’ and watching Burt Lancaster dueling with brigands and Gene Kelly leaping over fire hydrants as he sang in the rain.


  In his senior year, young Sandy’s project on the transmission of genes in fruit flies won him a Westinghouse Scholarship to MIT. By the time he was studying for his doctorate, the scientific world was about to experiment on humans.


  The field of genetic engineering seemed not to have existed as a discipline when Sandy was growing up, although some of its techniques, used to breed corn and cattle, had been practiced for millennia. Now, the ‘new farmers’ wore white coats and worked indoors.


  Spending a dozen years on the MIT faculty, Raven was able to observe pioneering research firsthand when working under Professor Gregory Morgenstern, who eventually won the Nobel Prize in 1983 for his findings on liver cancer.


  During this period Raven married Morgenstern’s daughter Judy. The union produced a girl – and a divorce. Dr Raven is adamantly silent about both.


  At the age of thirty-two, he was offered a full professorship at Cal Tech in Pasadena, where he began to assemble a team for his new area of research – the fight against aging.


  Raven was not the first gladiator in this arena. In recent years, geneticists the world over have been making hitherto undreamed-of-strides in what is arguably the greatest – and most difficult – challenge ever to face mankind.


  Unlike certain diseases that can be pinpointed to specific places on a particular chromosome, the aging process is controlled from at least a hundred different sites on the human genome – the sum total of genes in a person’s body.


  Several important discoveries served as point of departure for Raven’s own work. At the National Institute of Environmental Health Sciences, Dr Carl Barrett located an area that determines longevity on Chromosome One. Doctors James Smith and Olivia Pereira-Smith of Baylor have traced another to Chromosome Four.


  Raven’s first major breakthrough came when he identified a group of genes that caused degeneration in skin cells. In various trials he succeeded in reversing it, at least temporarily. But he entered a domain entirely his own when he succeeded in ‘immortalizing’ some of the genetic components of skin rejuvenation.


  This ‘Ponce de Leon’ discovery – a media coinage that makes the scientist cringe – has turned Sandy Raven into a kind of folk hero. The press has touted him as the creator of the ultimate Hollywood dream: a chemical that holds out the promise of eternal youth.


  Though he announced his discovery in a highly technical article in the academic journal Experimental Gerontology, his biochemical magic was quickly translated into headlines for laymen and disseminated by the wire services of the world.


  The reaction was electrifying. Calls flooded the university switchboard. Mail came to his lab literally by the sackful. Curiously, this proved a disheartening experience for Raven.


  ‘Instead of feeling proud, I felt guilty that I had not done enough. I mean these were not just women wanting to lose their wrinkles. Most of the messages were desperate cries from people who wrongly presumed that I was already capable of reversing any soft tissue damage. They pleaded with me to save their loved ones’ lives, and I was left with a feeling of terrible frustration and – yes – failure.’


  Both the sensitivity and humility characterize the man.


  And yet, despite Raven’s disconsolate air, he has in fact prepared the way for the development of genetic procedures to conquer many killer pathologies.


  Raven remains a reluctant hero, still quixotically determined to avoid the limelight. He wryly dismisses his new celebrity status with typical self-effacing good humor:


  ‘Let’s face it, I have the charisma of a soggy bagel. If I can make the cover of Time, the nerds are conquering the world.’


  Other major figures in the field have a more respectful attitude.


  ‘Sandy’s achievement was probably the most important breakthrough of the decade in the battle against cancer,’ says his admirer and former father-in-law, Gregory Morgenstern of MIT. ‘It dwarfs anything I’ve ever done. He deserves all the honor and glory – and money – that I’m sure he’s going to get.’


  ‘Jesus, Dad. Did you see how they ended the article?’ Sandy fumed.


  ‘Yes, sonny boy,’ the older man muttered uncomfortably. ‘But it’s only natural for a cover story that they would trace your career and go back and speak to the people who knew you along the way. After all, Morgenstern did win the Big One. How the hell are they supposed to know the skeletons in his closet? Actually, this would have been the chance for you to tell them.’


  ‘What good would that have been? Besides, I somehow thought they would dig it up on their own. But I guess there are limits to what even the press can find out.’


  ‘Listen, it could have been worse.’


  ‘How?’


  ‘Look at it this way, kiddo. They could have mentioned Rochelle.’


  ‘Yeah,’ Sandy acknowledged. ‘Thank God for that.’
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  Adam


  Suddenly, at the beginning of the third week, the blood count in category two of the Stanford mice began to improve dramatically.


  At first Max and Adam kept this information from the others in case it turned out to be a false dawn. But forty-eight hours later it was certain: the animals’ systems were clear.


  The human cancer had been cured in its mouse surrogate.


  They were now as confident as any laboratory could make them that their drug would work on the patient himself. Of course, there was an element of uncertainty since they had not completed the normal cycle of FDA trials.


  But then, they had a White House concession.


  With the generosity that characterized his relationship with Adam, Max Rudolph deputized him to deliver the serum personally to Washington. For though he deferred to no man in matters of scientific knowledge and technique, he knew that sending his assistant might also be a kind of therapeutic measure.


  What had distinguished Adam from all Rudolph’s other pupils was the young man’s extraordinary sensitivity and almost religious desire to heal. Just meeting him and looking into his compassionate gray-green eyes would immediately reassure a patient.


  ‘But Max,’ Adam had protested, ‘couldn’t we send it by the same courier who brought the blood?’


  ‘Yes,’ the older man granted. ‘But even the best messenger services are unable to detect an incipient toxic reaction in an untried drug.’


  ‘Then why don’t you go?’


  ‘I’m old and tired and I don’t want to leave Lisl,’ he replied. ‘Tell me the truth, are you nervous about meeting such wielders of power?’


  ‘Frankly, yes.’


  ‘Well, that’s another reason to make the journey. You’ll quickly learn that they’re just like ordinary human beings.’ To which he added with a mischievous smile, ‘Some even less so.’


  The admiral was puzzled when he stepped forward to meet Adam as he deplaned at National Airport.


  In addition to his overnight case, the lanky Harvard doctor was carrying what looked like a square lamp shade with a handle.


  ‘What’s that?’


  ‘It’s a surprise for the patient,’ Adam answered with a tiny smile. ‘I think you’ll like it too.’


  ‘Do you have any more luggage?’


  ‘No, I travel light.’


  Penrose nodded, and led his Boston colleague to a limousine waiting on the tarmac.


  The two men rode in silence for several minutes before Adam glanced out the window and suddenly realized that the lights of Washington had receded and they were now in the countryside.


  ‘Hey,’ he said, confused, ‘what’s going on? Are we going to Camp David or something?’


  ‘No,’ the admiral answered, ‘the patient’s in Virginia.’ He paused and then confided, ‘And it’s not the President.’


  ‘What? Who else has got the clout to get hold of three unapproved drugs?’


  ‘When I tell you, Dr Coopersmith, you’ll realize that in this country the king-makers are more powerful than the kings. Our patient is Thomas Deely Hartnell.’


  Adam’s jaw dropped. ‘Otherwise known as “the Boss”? Former Ambassador to the Court of Saint James? Adviser to every President, right and left?’


  Penrose nodded. ‘And a man to whom you say no at your peril. I hope you’ll forgive the subterfuge, but I somehow sensed that Dr Rudolph would not have extended his patriotism beyond the Oval Office.’


  Neither would I, Adam thought to himself with annoyance. This revelation disquieted him, and as the limousine navigated still narrower and darker roads, he grew more apprehensive. What if the Navy physician was still lying? What if this was some mafioso don?


  But then he realized that in a way it was. After all, Hartnell was an old-style power broker. This was far from the first time he would have twisted rules to get his own way.


  Perhaps the admiral read his thoughts, because a few minutes later he said earnestly, ‘Let me assure you, Dr Coopersmith, Thomas Hartnell is a very worthy human being – and a valuable asset to this country. You should have no qualms about what you’re doing.’


  In moments they reached the imposing gates of Clifton House, which instantly opened to admit the men who had come to heal the lord of the manor.


  ‘Ow!’


  Adam stood silently in the elegant bedroom as Penrose injected the serum into Hartnell’s buttock. Then the two men turned the dignitary onto his back, and when Hartnell was comfortable, Adam, with the panache of a magician, whisked away the cloth from the object he had carried into the room and announced:


  ‘Voilà, Mr Hartnell, a gift from Immunology Lab 808, and specifically its director, Max Rudolph.’


  ‘A mouse …?’


  ‘Well yes, zoologically speaking, I suppose so. But this little fella’s rather unusual – he has the same blood chemistry as you do, and we thought if you saw him frisking around, it might give you an idea of what you’ll be like in a couple of weeks.’


  ‘Now tell me,’ the Boss questioned imperiously, ‘how soon do I get better?’


  ‘I can’t answer that, sir,’ Adam replied. ‘Unfortunately, you’re not a mouse.’


  After waiting for the sedative to take effect, Penrose led the visiting scientist to a majestic drawing room where members of the patient’s inner circle were waiting tensely by the fireplace. They were all anxious to hear what had transpired. The admiral quickly made the introductions.


  ‘All we can say at this point is that he’s resting comfortably,’ he declared by way of overture. ‘And now, I’ll leave it to my learned colleague to spell out the procedure we’ve put into effect.’


  He gracefully yielded to Adam, who looked around, trying to gauge his audience, then began.


  ‘I don’t have to tell you that we’re skating on thin ice in total darkness. But I’ll be glad to share with you what little we do know.’


  Despite the lateness of the hour, Adam felt an unexpected surge of energy. Until now, he had been operating under enormous pressure. Not merely the tension of running so great a medical risk, but the unfamiliarity of his surroundings. These people were from another world. Their status intimidated him.


  But now they had entered a domain in which he was the master and they the wide-eyed tourists, looking at him with awe and hanging on his every word. When it came to discussing genetic engineering, his enthusiasm always went into overdrive.


  Moreover, he was a born teacher, and his manner charmed the audience.


  He discoursed on the development of a retrovirus that could be transported directly to the cancer cells that had gone amok. Its ‘disguise’ would allow it to penetrate the nucleus of the malignant cell where the alchemy of DNA transformed foe back into friend. Pausing, he smiled.


  ‘In other words, it makes a bunch of Hell’s Angels suddenly turn into the Vienna Boys Choir.’


  Surveying his high-powered audience, Adam was puzzled by the presence of a tall, striking blonde. Her horn-rimmed glasses and conservative suit seemed to him deliberate attempts to camouflage her beauty.


  Yet Antonia Nielson was far too young – a fairly recent graduate of Georgetown Law School, it later emerged – to hold important government office. And she was even too youthful to be a politically acceptable wife for a sixty-year-old man.


  But she was the ideal vintage for a cabinet-level mistress.


  The only question was: whose?


  In any case, she seemed to fill an important role, even meriting a private whispered chat with Boyd Penrose, who gave her a mock salute before they returned to the others.


  As Adam spoke, she smiled several times at his witticisms, and he began to think that he had seen her somewhere before.


  And then it struck him. To set the mouse cage down on the patient’s night table, he’d had to displace a leather-framed photograph of Hartnell and a ravishing young woman. He now realized it was Antonia, without spectacles. His question was answered.


  Under any other circumstances, Adam would have been tempted to claim her as his reward. But somehow in this grandiose – and somewhat menacing – atmosphere, he found himself intimidated. After all, he reminded himself, you also trifle with the Boss’s girl at your even greater peril.


  As the various guests departed, none of them neglected to kiss Antonia. It all appeared perfectly friendly, except the way the Attorney General held her. Indeed, if she had not been so clearly involved with the Boss, Adam would have suspected a liaison with the country’s chief legal officer.


  Unexpectedly, she took the initiative as they emerged from the mansion to a blue sky marbled with the first pink streaks of morning.


  Adam’s driver was waiting patiently. As if he’d been watching all evening, he sprang from the car and opened the back door for his passenger. Before Adam could climb inside, Antonia materialized next to him and asked in soft, confident tones, ‘Doctor, I know you’re staying at the Watergate. May I offer you a ride?’


  Adam smiled. This was an unexpected gift. ‘Only if you’ll agree to have a very early breakfast with me.’


  ‘Fine,’ she answered. ‘I’ll even make it for you myself. But in return, you’ll have to let me cross-examine you like hell while we drive.’


  ‘With pleasure,’ Adam responded. ‘Just let me retrieve my impedimenta and liberate the driver.’


  As they sped toward the capital, Adam quickly realized that her gesture was not romantically inspired. To be sure, she was desperately anxious to talk to him, but as a doctor.


  ‘Nobody tells me anything,’ she complained. ‘I mean, even Boyd still treats me like a child. Would you mind terribly explaining the exact nature of what you’re doing?’


  Though she had listened raptly to the earlier account, she now made him review it point by point in even greater detail. When he’d finished, she said, as a kind of feverish command, ‘He’s got to live, Adam. You mustn’t let him die. Now honestly, what do you think his chances really are?’


  It was as if she was trying to persuade him to use other magic he might have been holding back. Still, though they had covered this ground before, he answered her question again, attempting to sympathize with her distracted concern.


  ‘Miss Nielson—’


  ‘Please call me Toni.’


  ‘Well, Toni, I can only say that what Max has done gives Mr Hartnell a better shot of licking this killer than any other man on the planet.’


  ‘Oh Christ, that’s wonderful,’ she exclaimed. As they stopped for a traffic light, she squeezed his hand. Yet even this wordless act was not an invitation, merely an impassioned thank-you. ‘I mean he’s such a good person. No one knows him better than I. Beneath that gruff exterior, he’s loving and sensitive.’


  Forty minutes later they were in her small, expensively decorated flat. Books formed much of the decor and reflected the wide variety of Toni’s interests.


  Her eclectic library included not only history and biography, but fiction of both Americas. She also offered some engaging literary interpretations. (On Garcia Marquez’s One Hundred Years of Solitude: ‘The diary of my social life.’ On Moby Dick: ‘An allegory of Richard Nixon’s political career.’)


  While she stirred the batter for oatmeal pancakes, Adam excused himself to wash up. When he returned, she was placing the first flapjacks on his plate.


  ‘Butter? Syrup?’ she inquired.


  ‘Thanks. I’ll help myself. This looks terrific. Hey, I wish Max were here – this is his favorite food, and he deserves his share of the spoils.’


  ‘Have you spoken to him?’


  ‘I checked in before we left Virginia, but I think I ought to get over to my hotel pretty soon. There’s always a chance that one of my patients has had a crisis.’


  ‘That’s unusual. I thought all doctors were incommunicado if they went out of town.’


  ‘No,’ he replied. ‘Not real doctors.’


  ‘Why don’t you just call over to see if you have any messages?’ she suggested, revealing her anxiety at the thought of letting go of the Boss’s medical consultant.


  ‘Thanks, Toni, but I’m kind of bushed and think I ought to get some sleep. Besides, Mr Hartnell’s watchful gaze is beginning to give me the willies.’ He pointed to a copy of the same photograph he’d seen in the sick man’s bedroom. This time it was placed center stage near the sofa.


  ‘Well,’ she joked, ‘it’s one way of keeping an eye on your patient. But may I delay your departure with another cup of coffee?’


  ‘Sure, fine.’


  Moments later, as she was in the kitchen area, the phone rang.


  ‘My God,’ Adam remarked, ‘your day starts early.’


  She smiled. ‘No, it’s my evenings that are long. Take it, Adam. My hands are full.’


  ‘Are you sure?’


  ‘Go on, answer or they’ll hang up.’


  He picked up the receiver, listened for an instant and said, ‘Are you sure you have the right number?’


  ‘Who is it?’ she asked in a stage whisper.


  Adam covered the phone. ‘Sounds like a mistake. Some secretary’s asking for “Skipper.” ’


  ‘Oh,’ she said casually, taking the phone from him. ‘That’s me. It’s my old tomboy nickname.’


  Then, speaking to the caller, ‘Morning, Cecily, put him right on, please.’ She paused for a moment and then exclaimed warmly, ‘Hi sweetheart, feeling better yet? Yes, I’m here with Dr Coopersmith. We have to be sure he doesn’t walk under a bus or something. He’s a very precious commodity.’


  She listened for a minute and then asserted, ‘Yes, yes I did notice he’s attractive. What should matter to you is that he really knows his stuff and I honestly think this drug is going to work.’


  Then, abruptly, her voice became severe. ‘No – you listen to me. You will not have guests to dinner, especially not in your bedroom. Furthermore, when I get there I’m going to confiscate your booze. Now that you’re going to live, I don’t want you to die from cirrhosis.’


  In another minute they were exchanging kisses down the line. Toni hung up in a buoyant mood.


  ‘I guess you know who that was?’ She smiled.


  ‘Yeah,’ Adam responded, trying to mask his disappointment. ‘Everybody’s Boss.’


  ‘Except mine.’ Toni grinned.


  ‘What makes you so special?’ Adam asked, with an unmistakable tinge of jealousy.


  ‘I’m his daughter,’ she replied.


  Well, well – Hartnell was her father. That changed things somewhat. No. That changed things completely.


  Except where did ‘Nielson’ come from? That, at least, was a mystery easily dispelled nine hours later when they were returning to the Virginia estate.


  ‘Mr Jack Nielson was a childhood folly,’ she explained. ‘We were at law school together, and quite frankly, I think he was more in love with my father’s influence than he was with me. It was the only time the Boss and I disagreed.’


  ‘You mean he disapproved?’


  ‘No, as a matter of fact he thought Jack was terrific and practically pushed me into his arms. Anyway, my husband turned out to be such a louse that he was into philandering before we even got back from the honeymoon.’


  ‘I’m sorry,’ Adam commiserated. ‘I mean, he was pretty stupid.’


  ‘Well,’ she said breezily, ‘it was what they call a learning experience. And now I’m immunized.’


  ‘Against what?’


  She looked at the road ahead and then said quietly, ‘Against emotional involvements.’


  There was a dinner party at the mansion, after all. The only concession the Boss had made to doctor’s orders was that he did not attend in person.


  It was a high-level evening by any standard, a kind of elite circle of courtiers, befitting the nature of the house: two senators, a senior columnist from the New York Times, the Secretary of State. And the Attorney General. All except the last had brought a companion. Conversation was lively, if provincial – at least in Adam’s view. Their stock-in-trade was governmental gossip – small talk about big names.


  Before the evening ended, Admiral Penrose turned up in time to join Adam in a thorough examination of the patient, and then immediately departed.


  Toni stayed a bit longer, but she beckoned Adam into a corner for a rapid confidential chat. Pressing something metallic into his hand, she murmured, ‘Take my car and just leave it in the garage. I’ve got a spare set of keys. Will you be able to find your way back?’


  He nodded, understanding all too well what was happening and unable to keep from feeling hurt.


  ‘Yeah,’ he muttered. ‘I suppose so. How will you—’ He stopped himself. ‘I guess that’s none of my business, huh?’


  ‘I guess,’ she whispered.


  OK, he consoled himself, it was all a meaningless tease. Or a figment of his imagination. Toni was not available, after all. She had unblushingly gone off hand in hand with the Attorney General.


  Yet the next night, she insisted upon taking him to dinner at La Renaissance.


  He was puzzled by her unexpected interest, but had already seen enough of her lifestyle to permit himself a few cynical observations at the end of the evening.


  ‘Does your father approve of you going out with a married man?’


  ‘He’s no one to talk,’ she replied casually. ‘He stopped supervising my social life when I broke up with Jack. Anyway, he and … my friend were college classmates. So how can he object?’


  She was not the least self-conscious in discussing these details. On the other hand, she did not seem overjoyed, but rather philosophical about this relationship, which clearly was dependent on her ‘friend’s’ domestic obligations. As it would turn out, there were even several nights in a row when Toni was unfettered and could invite Adam to one or another Washington festivity.


  His every attempt to elicit personal details of her life – except for what she had told him about her marriage – was met with a perfunctory rendition of her curriculum vitae, until finally he said in frustration, ‘This is supposed to be a conversation, not a job interview.’


  One evening, as they were walking home from a performance of Swan Lake at the Kennedy Center, he was in a carefree mood and actually danced for a few seconds in imitation of the prince. She surprised him by executing several steps in response.


  The whole incident was out of character for them both. Their defenses were suddenly down and they confessed to one another that, as children, they had each studied ballet.


  ‘What made you quit?’ he asked. ‘I mean, you have a perfect dancer’s body.’


  She smiled. ‘Thanks for the compliment. The stupid truth is that I was always so tall that none of the boys could lift me. What stopped you from becoming the American Baryshnikov?’


  ‘Actually,’ he answered, trying to sound mysterious, ‘I had an ulterior motive for taking lessons.’


  ‘Which was?’


  ‘I’ll tell you another time.’ He grinned. And then, a few paces later, he scolded her, ‘Now can you see what a pain in the ass it is when you deliberately classify harmless information?’


  That night, Boyd Penrose phoned at three a.m.


  Without apology or preface he reported, ‘Coopersmith, I’ve just read the Boss’s numbers, and those lymphocytes are definitely making a comeback. I think we’ve turned the corner, old buddy.’


  Overflowing with euphoria, Adam called Boston and conveyed the good news to Max. As he hung up, there was another ring.


  ‘Hi, I got Boyd’s message too, your line was busy,’ Toni said ecstatically. ‘Were you on with Max?’


  ‘Yes, I just reported to him.’


  ‘I figured as much. Would you like to report to me for an impromptu party?’


  ‘Why not,’ Adam agreed.


  Toni was intoxicated with joy. ‘Oh, Adam,’ she wept, hurling her arms around him as he entered her apartment. ‘You’ve done it – you’ve saved my father!’


  Suddenly she was kissing him on the lips.


  It was unexpected, but far from undesirable. He’d been happy to begin with, but this amorous gesture added a new dimension.


  Which he welcomed wholeheartedly.


  The next morning, Toni put her arms around him and pleaded, ‘Now will you tell me why you took ballet?’


  ‘Two reasons. To begin with, my mother was the pianist for the class and I joined as an act of loyalty. Also it was a way to hurt my father for the shabby way he treated her. I punished him – imagine an Indiana steelworker having to tell his buddies that his son was a fruitcake who pranced around in tights.’


  ‘Well, I can vouch for your masculinity,’ she said, beaming. ‘And I’ll be happy to sign an affidavit. Anyway, what happened to your mom?’


  ‘She died when I was twelve. He killed her.’


  ‘What? You can’t be serious.’


  ‘She was trying to bear him another kid, and she got toxemia in the late stages of pregnancy.’ His anger was emerging now. ‘I mean, it was a heartless thing from start to finish – when she got into trouble, he bullied the doctor to hold off delivery to make sure the baby she was carrying would live. In the end they lost both of them.’


  ‘Who took care of you?’


  ‘I took care of myself.’


  ‘That’s impossible.’


  ‘Yes. I found that out. So, unlikely as it sounds, I took up a sport – platform diving.’


  ‘Ah-ha,’ she replied with admiration. ‘I guess you wanted to flirt with danger, huh?’


  ‘Sort of. But it meant that for at least a couple of seconds – in my head – I could be completely alone, thirty-three feet above the rest of the world.’


  ‘I knew you were a kindred spirit,’ she murmured. ‘We’re both closet loners.’


  She continued her interrogation at breakfast.


  ‘Did your dad ever find out you were really a daring young diver?’


  ‘Yes,’ Adam said, his face revealing some of his deeply repressed sadness. ‘He was studying the only section of the paper he ever read, and discovered I was competing in the state championships. He showed up with two of his drinking buddies. But they had never been to a meet, and cheered in all the wrong places. It made me so nervous, I dove like a whale and really screwed up my point total.’


  She could tell from his eyes that the memory of his failure still plagued him.


  ‘After that, all I wanted to do was get the hell away from home. And at that point my only chance was getting an academic scholarship. My grades were better than my diving. Ever hear of Shimer College?’


  ‘Frankly, no.’


  ‘Nobody has. But it’s a small, progressive offshoot of the University of Chicago. They believed if you could pass their test, you were ready for college. It was a kind of incubator for premeds anxious to save a few years. I was so keen to be a doctor that I worked as an orderly in Michael Reese Hospital in the summers – which gave me a respectable excuse for not going home. I channeled my anger into studying, and by some miracle I got into Harvard Med.’


  ‘No doubt with the goal of keeping women from dying of toxemia,’ Toni suggested gently.


  ‘And saving babies,’ Adam added. ‘I was a grand old man of nineteen. I may have been academically prepared, but I was a social misfit. Especially among all those smooth Ivy League graduates who’d never even heard of Shimer. I suppose that’s why I only felt at home with the other lab rats.’


  ‘Is that how you met Max?’


  Adam nodded. ‘I finally found a father I respected. While I was finishing my residency in OB/GYN, Max wangled me a research fellowship. He didn’t just teach me immunology, he taught me life. I mean, the first time I was invited to his house for dinner, I knew that Max and Lisl had the kind of relationship that gave marriage a good name.


  ‘She’s a Kleinian analyst – does wonders with children. They took me under their wing. She introduced me to the late quartets of Beethoven.’


  ‘They’re really difficult,’ Toni remarked.


  ‘Yeah,’ Adam agreed, again impressed by the breadth of her knowledge. ‘And most especially since I didn’t even know the early quartets.’


  ‘Do they have any kids?’ Toni asked.


  ‘Me, I guess.’


  ‘Then you gave them something very special too.’


  ‘I hope so, and if I ever qualify for the title of human being, it’s because of their generosity.’


  ‘And?’ Toni queried.


  ‘And now it’s your turn to be up close and personal,’ he responded, hoping his candor had eased her own inhibitions.


  But she suddenly pleaded lateness for work, she had to be at the Department of Justice in fifteen minutes. They would talk again that evening. Adam let go reluctantly, half suspecting that she would use the day to rebuild her psychic barricades.


  He was right. It had been like dancing with someone at a costume ball who went home without taking off her mask. And, ironically, though he knew the intimate details of Toni’s life, he knew less than nothing about the woman herself. Indeed, when the time came for him to go back to Boston, he could not resist venting his frustration with a farewell dig:


  ‘Well, Toni, it’s been nice not knowing you.’


  Naturally, he did not leave until the third blood tests came through. They were – in Penrose’s words – ‘squeaky clean.’ He and Adam agreed that it was safe to tell the patient that his recovery was certain.


  Hartnell was overwhelmed. After spending an hour with his beloved ‘Skipper’, he summoned Adam for a private conversation.


  ‘Now you listen, Coopersmith, and listen good. I’ve got a hell of a lot of influence, and thanks to your chief, I’m going to be around to wield it for a long time. I owe him. Now tell me, what would Max Rudolph want most in the world?’


  Adam moved closer to the bed and said almost in a whisper, ‘The humanoid mouse is just one of Max’s many scientific achievements. I don’t think anyone alive deserves the Nobel Prize more.’


  ‘No problem,’ the Boss murmured.
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